204 


ZX 


THE  METROPOLITAN  MUSEUM 
OF  ART 

THE  LIBRARY 
PRESENTED  BY 

Fl.QT.en  e.e. . . N. . . Le  yy 


25440 


NO  PHOTOCOPYING 


IN  ORDER  TO  PROTECT  THE  FRAGILE 
PAPER/BINDING  OF  THIS  VOLUME 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2015 


https://archive.org/details/pmarciussimonsoiOOmarc 


P.  Itlarciu$=$imon$ 

Oil  Paintings 

On  Tm  exhibition  at 
tlK  flocry  flrt  6all«ri« 


m Tiftb  Jlvenue,  new 
York,  near  35tb  Street 
from  Tebruary  Seventh 
to  Tebruary  twenty- 
second,  i$06,  inclusive. 


No.  i. 


JEANNE  D’ ARC,  LISTENING 
TO  THE  VOICES. 

23^x18. 

The  mission  of  Jeanne  d’  Arc : “ In 
my  father’s  garden,  a little  to  the  right,” 
said  the  poor  shepherdess,  “ I heard 
voices;  they  frightened  me  at  first,  but 
after  a while  I became  more  assured, 
finding  their  accents  worthy.  They  ex- 
horted me  to  go  to  France  and  liberate 
the  kingdom.”  (Authentic  words  of  Joan 
of  Arc  to  Charles  VII. — Guizot.) 

Jeanne  listened  to  the  voices  and  seeing 
through  the  foliage  of  the  trees  herself  in 
armor,  bearing  a white  banner,  urging  on 
her  sovereign  amidst  a crowd  of  mounted 
knights,  riding  furiously,  faster  and  faster, 
to  reach  the  far-off  cathedral  of  Rheims, 
the  towers  of  which  seemed  to  gleam 
above  the  white  clouds.  As  the  girl 
timidly  asked  how  all  this  could  be  ac- 
complished by  almost  a child,  St.  Michael 
spoke — “With  this,”  he  said;  and  he 
handed  to  her  his  sacred  sword  with  faith 
inscribed  ; and  with  faith  she  took  it.  . . . 
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No.  2. 

GUARDIAN  ANGELS. 
43^x31. 

“ An  invisible  angel  is  said  to  guard  each 
one  of  us.” 

In  an  Italian  renaissance  city,  market 
day  crowds  the  quays  and  the  river 
barges ; while  through  the  open  portals 
of  the  cathedral  the  pious  come  and  lin- 
ger, for  an  archbishop  is  celebrating  High 
Mass.  In  the  dark  gloom  of  the  doorway 
you  can  faintly  distinguish  his  tall,  com- 
manding figure.  Across  the  bridge  some 
high-church  dignitary  is  being  carried  in 
a sedia  gestatoria.  He  is  surrounded  and 
followed  by  armed  men.  Everywhere  the 
turmoil  and  traffic  of  life  makes  a busy 
scene.  There  are  hundreds  and  hundreds 
of  people ; and  hundreds  of  angels  over- 
head, constantly  appealing  to  the  Most 
High,  for  those  hundreds  of  unheeding 
souls  below. 


No.  3. 
SUNSHINE. 
24x15. 
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No.  4. 

A FOREST  GLADE. 

22x12^. 


No.  5. 

DREAMS,  PRECEDED  BY 
NIGHTMARE,  AND  GUIDED 
BY  SLEEP,  DESCEND  INTO 
THE  TOWN. 

53x32. 

Night  has  fallen.  All  is  still.  Like 
some  petrified  ocean  the  sea  of  houses 
stretches  far  and  wide.  Paris  is  quiet  at 
last — for  two  short  hours.  Hardly  that, 
ere  the  peasants  come  with  their  market 
wagons,  the  sleeping  horses  slowly  drag- 
ging the  slumbering  toilers  to  the  halles, 
there  to  awaken  once  more  the  echoes  of 
the  street  and  quicken  the  life-pulse  of 
another  day.  Descending  along  the  milky 
way,  the  Dreams  appear  in  vivid  color- 
ing. Sleep  has  summoned  them  from 
those  ethereal  mansions  high,  high  be- 
yond our  gaze.  Some  pluck  the  stars  as 
they  pass  ....  bright  thoughts  to 
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scatter  down  upon  the  dreary  world. 
One  holds  a mirror,  where  truth  may  be 
revealed — for  in  one’s  sleep,  it  sometimes 
speaks  most  audibly ; some  play  with 

flowers,  both  white  and  gay the 

multicolored  fancies  of  repose.  Cupid 
has  cleft  the  sky.  He  bends  his  bow, 
and  lo  ! a heart  is  pierced,  Love’s  victim 
is  happy  in  a beauteous  dream.  Still 
other  visions  spread  their  dazzling  wings 
to  lure  poor  mortals  from  their  daily 

cares but  pause for 

tragic  Nightmare  takes  the  lead  to-night. 
Her  right  hand  grasps  a flaming  torch, 
while  by  the  serpent  hair  she  holds  the 
Gorgon’s  head,  the  blood  drops  falling 
down.  ’Tis  a thing  of  terror  but  radiant 
in  light ; which,  strangely  enough,  illu- 
minates not  the  sky,  but  causes  gloomy 
shadows  lo  appear  and  gather  darker  still, 
while  sleep,  unconscious  and  tender, 
floats  on,  soothing  and  merciful. 


No.  6. 

RAINY  WEATHER. 

24x15. 
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No.  7. 


ACTIVE  AND  CONTEMPLATIVE 
LIFE. 

41x28. 

“ Une  cathedrale ! oeuvre  sublime  du 
travil  et  de  la  pensee  humaine  pour 
s’elever  vers  Dieu  ! ” 

Its  first  stones  were  laid  amidst  turmoil 
and  strife.  Generations  after  generations 
worked  its  growth.  Little  by  little,  it 
rose  above  the  houses  of  men,  and  then 
above  the  trees,  and  then  above  the 
mountains  of  God ; and  as  it  rose  the 
architecture  grew  lighter  and  lighter, 
dividing  itself  into  slender  pinnacles,  and 
each  pinnacle  tokened  a separate  prayer. 
Delicate  columns  soared,  whose  capitals 
were  as  bouquets  of  sweet  blossoms  offer- 
ed to  the  Most  High — each,  a separate 
gift.  The  guilds  united  and  built  two 
huge  towers,  bringing  thus  the  voices  of 
earth  nearer  to  heaven,  and  the  effigy  of 
the  evil  spirit  cowered  in  fear  at  the  top 
of  the  highest.  More  ambitious  still  be- 
came the  hand  of  man ; in  delicate 
tracery  of  wood  and  gold,  above  the  roof, 
on  which  the  sun’s  rays  gathered,  he 
wove  his  aspiration  and  his  faith  ; the 
tapering  spire  gleaming  out  to  miles 
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around.  It  pointed  to  heaven  and  called 
to  prayer.  The  angels  marvelled,  and 
gathered  near,  like  celestial  swallows,  in 
broad  circle  widening ; they  said,  “ Truly, 
this  is  the  house  of  prayer” — and  prayers 
they  whispered,  these  contemplative 
spirits,  while  mortals  toiled  and  labored. 


No.  8. 

THE  SYLVAN  PATH. 
24x19^. 


No.  9. 

TWIXT  FIRE  AND  SEA. 

4 3Kx3>- 

Lightning,  heaven’s  fire  has  struck  the 
ship  and  kindled  earth’s  dread  flames. 
She  is  doomed.  Her  companion  seeks  to 
fly,  bravely  battling  with  adverse  wind. 
The  sea  rises  in  mountain  waves,  crush- 
ing hope  and  courage.  No  help  at  hand  ; 
’twixt  fire  and  sea.  Above,  no  pity  and 
no  mercy,  now.  The  tragedy  must  end 
alone,  unheeded,  forgotten,  in  solitude 
and  darkness. 


No.  io. 


LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS. 
i3^xioX. 


No.  1 1 . 

SARDANAPALUS. 

59X33K- 

Sardanapalus,  overpowered,  vanquish- 
ed, had  sworn  to  perish  with  all  his 
treasures,  rather  than  fall  into  the  hands 
of  his  enemies.  In  the  early  mom,  still 
surrounded  by  hundreds  of  courtesans, 
half  drunk  from  the  wine  cup,  after  a 
night  of  riotous  orgy,  he  fired  his  pal- 
ace, and  then  took  his  seat  upon  his 
throne ; impassible,  implacable,  silent, 
immovable,  like  the  statues  of  the  gods 
carved  in  his  image,  to  await  the  appear- 
ance of  his  foes.  They  came  ....  and 
stood  horror-stricken  ; their  horses  terri- 
fied, refusing  to  advance,  before  that 
awful  scene and  Myrrh  a proffer- 
ed the  cup  to  her  lover’s  lips 
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No.  12. 


ON  THE  BROW  OF  THE  HILL. 
i3^xioX. 


No.  13. 

MIRAGE. 

(a  color  dream.) 

43^x31. 

Over  the  dancing  waves  the  boats  skim 
gaily  towards  the  bright  city  with  its 
hundred  domes.  It  has  been  their  dream 
to  reach  this  goal.  Alas,  the  goal  is  but 
a vision,  a cloud-picture!  In  their  joy 
they  see  not  the  low-lying  treacherous 
rocks,  o’er  which  the  waves  are  breaking. 


No.  14. 

THE  WHEAT  FIELD. 

22x15. 
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No.  15. 
SUNFLAKES. 
41x28. 


No.  1 6. 

COMING  LIGHT. 

43^x31. 

Luminous,  like  some  midnight  star ; 
slowly  advancing  down  the  busy  street, 
shedding  its  light  upon  the  multitudes, 
gilding  cornice  and  capital,  brightening 
this  gloomy  world.  They  have  crowded 
out  from  house  and  home  with  flowers 
and  rich  stuffs  to  carpet  its  path  and  their 
joy  is  great  and  full.  It  is  the  star  of 
Bethlehem,  the  star  the  shepherds  saw  : 
the  star  that  is  to  guide  us  on  through 
darkness  unto  life. 


No.  17. 
THE  POND. 
41x28. 


II 


No.  1 8. 

POETRY. 

41x28. 

Yes.  There  came  floating  by 
Me,  who  lay  floating,  too. 

Such  a strange  butterfly, 

Creature  as  dear  as  new. 

Because  the  membraned  wings 
So  wonderful,  so  wide. 

So  sun-suffused,  were  things 
Like  soul,  and  naught  beside. 

— Browning' s A mphybian , 

verses  III.  and  IV. 


No.  19. 
GIVERVY. 
(valley  of  the  seine.) 

13&XW%' 


No.  20. 
MONTIGNY. 
(valley  of  the  seine.) 
J3^xioX. 
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No.  21. 
VERNON. 

(valley  of  the  seine.) 

•3^xioX. 


No.  22. 
GAMILLY. 
(valley  of  the  seine.) 

I3KXI0X. 


No.  23. 

THE  LAST  LOCK. 

41XX63. 

The  ships  of  human  life  have  been 
toiling,  sailing,  struggling  their  long 
weary  way  from  far,  from  near  ; from  the 
East  and  from  the  West,  from  the  North 
and  from  the  South.  The  lateen  sails  of 
oriental  date  ; the  merchantmen  of  mod- 
ern trade ; Italy’s  antique  galeas  and 
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even  humble  river  barges,  have  passed 
from  lock  to  lock,  gaining  at  each  one 
some  higher  sphere,  and  now  they  wait. 

The  light,  which  at  first  was  but 

a distant  glimmer,  far  off  and  faint,  shines 
brightly  now,  and  lo ! the  great  doors 
slowly  fall  apart,  while  all  around  a 
glorious  city  grows.  The  hoped-for  prom- 
ised city  of  eternity,  where  He  stands 
revealed,  extending  open  arms — like  on 
the  cross — but  now  in  welcome  stretched. 
The  light  is  but  His  radiance,  and  the 
boats  passing  on,  are  lost  in  the  dazzling 
halo. 


No.  24. 

BIZY— SEEN  FROM  THE  PLAIN 
(valley  of  the  seine). 
!3^xioX- 


No.  25. 

BIZY— SEEN  FROM  THE  HILLS 
(valley  of  the  seine). 
i3^xioX- 
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No.  2 6. 


LE  GOULET. 

(valley  of  the  seine.) 

J3#xioX. 


No.  27. 

CUPID  AND  THE  FLOWERS. 

wn- 

The  last  rays  of  the  sun,  setting  in 
glowing  splendour,  illuminate  a dark  sky 
and  a dark  blue  sea,  and  the  sails  of  some 
little  boats  in  the  distance ; and  the 
towers  and  steeples  of  a fantastic  city 
stand  out  black  against  his  crimson  orb. 
In  a strange,  marshy  garden,  Cupid  has 
been  disporting  himself. 

Wayward  and  cruel  child,  he  finds 
amusement  in  breaking  the  flowers  from 
their  stems,  in  tearing  their  hearts  open — 
and  only  leaves  them  to  droop  and  die. 
At  last  he  has  come  to  the  stately  tall  lily — 
the  royal  flower,  the  noble  flower,  the 
emblem  of  purity.  He  would  like  to 
break  her  also,  to  tarnish  her  immaculate 
glory  ; to  scatter  her  fair  white  petals  in 
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the  mire but  an  angel  appears  in 

a halo  of  light,  and,  with  his  flaming 
sword,  protects  her ; whilst  the  little  god 
of  love,  enraged  and  mortified,  throws 
down  his  bow  and  arrows,  trampling,  in 
impotent  anger,  on  all  the  other  flowers 
around  him. 


No.  28. 

AND  ANGELS  LED 

THE  WAY! 

27^x20 

Confide  in  Me  and  I will  guide  thee, 
saith  the  Lord.  Through  the  solitude  of 
the  village  street,  in  the  sultry  noonday 
hour,  when  living  life  is  hushed — the  in- 
fant Saviour  guides  His  mother ! Before 
them  float  the  angels  Hope,  Faith  and 
Charity  ; praying  for  those  who  know  not 
how  to  pray,  burning  the  incense  of  grati- 
tude for  those  who  think  not,  and  filling 
with  soft  music  of  celestial  harmony  the 
trusting  hearts  of  those  whose  good  deeds 

find  no  tribute  here  below and  in 

the  sultry  noonday  hour,  when  living  life 
is  hushed,  none  knew  the  Saviour  passed. 
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No.  29. 

IN  THE  GLOAMING. 

17^x25^. 

Benedicta  tu  in  Mulieribus ! The  last 
words  of  the  angelic  salutation  linger  in 
the  darkening  shadows ; the  soft  light  of 
the  moon  silvers  the  landscape,  as  the 
Virgin  stands — gazing  far  into  the  ether 
above,  where  the  spirit’s  flight  will  leave 
no  trace  but  the  lily  branch  at  her  feet. 


No.  30. 

WILD  FLOWERS. 
13^x10. 


No.  31. 

THE  TREE  ON  THE  HILL. 

13^x10. 


No.  32. 

ST.  PIERRE  D’AUTILS. 

(the  seine  valley.) 

133^x10. 

No.  33. 

THE  RADIANCE  OF  THE 

CROSS. 

43x34. 

Spreading  its  dominant  light  over  the 
vast  forests  and  streams  bordering  the 
vast  cathedral. 

The  divine  image  of  the  suffering  Sav- 
iour rises  over  the  middle  ages.  He  has 
said,  “He  who  lives  by  the  sword,  dies  by 
the  sword,”  and  with  his  eyes  so  sad  and 
sweet  he  followed  the  infinite  cohorts 
massing  themselves  like  clouds,  or  grass- 
hoppers, beneath  his  bleeding  feet.  The 
feudal  castle,  the  humble  hut,  and  the 
swarming  city ; the  church  and  the  mon- 
asteries furnish  their  combatants.  From 
1095  to  1270,  ruled  by  one  sole  idea,  urged 
on  by  faith,  they  engaged  in  illusory  con- 
quest. 

“ My  kingdom  is  not  of  this  world  said 
the  Lord.” 

18 


No.  34. 

THE  BRIDE’S  FAREWELL. 

J5XX,9^- 


In  her  gilded  galera,  led  by  the  envoy 
of  her  future  sovereign  and  spouse,  the 
Princess,  blest  by  papal  hands,  amidst 
the  roar  of  cannon  and  the  shouts  of  the 
multitude,  quits  the  shores  where  happy 
girlhood  has  been  passed,  varied  yet 
peaceful,  as  the  course  of  the  river, 
which  flows  so  gaily  onward  to  the  sea. 
She  goes  to  some  unknown  destiny,  which 
God  governs  only,  perchance  to  the  fate 
of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  or  Anne  of 
Boleyn.  Amidst  the  gay  pageantry, 
celestial  figures,  hovering  before  her, 
unroll  with  shadowy  hands,  the  prayer, 
“ God  speed  the  Bride  to  far-off  shores, 
as  happy  a stream  to  wend.” 
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